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training, that we dare not show any jealousy, however it may
be."
" I must leave you to suspicion for a time," replied Philina,
in a jesting tone ; " yet I can assure you, the gallant is a lady of
my friends, who wishes to remain a few clays undiscovered. You
shall know her history in due season; nay, perhaps you shall
• even behold the beautiful spinster in person; and then most pro-
bably I shall have need of all my prudence and discretion, for it
seems too likely that your new acquaintance will drive your old
friend out of favour."
Wilhelin stood as if transformed to stone. At the first glance,
the red uniform had reminded him of Mariana; the figure too
was hers, the fair hair was hers; only the present individual
seemed to be a little taller.
"For Heaven's sake," cried he, "let us know something
more about your friend; let us see this lady in disguise ! "We
are now partakers of your secret: we will promise, we will swear;
only let us see the lady!"
"What a fire he is in!" cried Philina: "but- be cool, be
calm ; for today there will nothing come of it."
" Let us only know her name !" cried Wilhelm,
"It were a fine secret then," replied Philina.
" At least her first name !"
" If you can guess it, be it so. Three guesses I will give you;
not a fourth. You might lead me through the whole calendar."
" Well!" said Wilhelm, " Cecilia, then ?"
" None of your Cecilias!"
"Henrietta?"
" Not at all! Have a care, I pray you; guess better, or your
curiosity will have to sleep unsatisfied."
Wilhelm paused and shivered: he tried to speak, but the
sound died away within him. " Mariana?" stammered he at last,
"Mariana!"
" Bravo !" cried Philina. " Hit to a hair's-breadth!" said she,
whirling round upon her heel, as she was wont on such occasions.
Wilhelm could not utter a word; and Serlo, not observing
his emotion, urged Philina more and more to let them in.
Conceive the astonishment of both, when Wilhelm, suddenly
and vehemently interrupting their raillery, threw himself at Phi-
lina's feet, and with an air and tone of the deepest passion begged
and conjured her: " Let me see the stranger," cried he; " she

